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Maurice

Well, Mark, you 're right; if I spoke in spite,

Let the shame and the blame be mine;
At the risk of a headache we '11 drain this night

Her health in a flask of wine;
For a castle in Spam, though it never was built 5

For a dream, though it never came true;
For a cup, just tasted, though rudely spilt,

At least she can hold me due.
Those hours of pleasure she dealt of yore,

As well as those hours of pain,
I ween they would flit as they flitted before,

If I had them over again.
Against her no word from my lips shall pass,

Betraying the grudge I 've cherished,
Till the sand runs down in my hour-glass,

And the gift of my speech has perished.
Say ! why is the spirit of peace so weak,

And the spirit of wrath so strong,
That the right we must steadily search and

Though we readily find the wrong ?

Mark

Our parents of old entailed the curse

Which must to our children cling;
Let us hope, at least, that we 're not much
worse

Than the founder from whom we spring.
Fit sire was he, of a selfish race,

Who first to temptation yielded,
Then to mend his case tned to heap disgrace

On the woman he should have shielded.
Say ! comrade mine, the forbidden fruit

We 'd have plucked, that I well believe,
But I trust we Jd rather have suffered mute

Than have laid the blame upon Eve.